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He was in short enjoying himself. But enjoyment was suddenly
and fearfully taken from him.

A man came galloping down that street of shame, a man whose
eyes blazed with fury, whose mouth poured out a stream of inco-
herent curses, a man in a torn f rench-grey uniform with other similar
uniforms galloping behind him. Sahib or sowar? Mutineer or
madman?

The Prince was too frightened to enquire. He knew, instinctively,
that the man was hostile to> himself and his friends, and any linger-
ing doubts on that score were dissipated when the newcomer ruth-
lessly rode down a ruffian just rising from a prostrate, quivering,
white body; slashed at a second, thrust at a third. And now he was
perilously close to> the royal spectator: who may have been a poet
but was certainly no hero. Prince Abool Bukr, direct descendant
of Babar the Tiger and Akbar the Terrible, ran for his life.

Pandemonium broke out behind him. The mob, recovering from
the first shock of surprise turned, not unnaturally, on this disturber
of their pleasant pastime and Westerne would have been torn to bits
in a few moments had he been alone, had his assailants not been
Mohammedans and the riff raff of the bazaar at that, with no sepojs
among them. The men of the 3rd Cavalry had no particular sym-
pathy for the white women, but they were high caste Rajputs with
even less sympathy for this Moslem scum: and though Westerne
himself was too possessed with sick, fury to do aught but slash and
thrust till his arm ached, Jeswant Singh rallied them into a compact
body whose training and discipline more than offset the disparity in
numbers.

The mob melted away to safer pleasures, though in the general
melee they managed to take the few, the pitiably few, survivors of
rape and massacre with them.

Westerne had arrived too late: his type generally do.

Jeswant Singh caught him by the arm.

" The badmashes will return.   We be few and they------"

Westerne shook him off impatiently. At the moment he would
have charged all Delhi single-handed; at the moment he had no
thought save to kill these brown devils, rescue perhaps some white
fugitive. He rode away, making towards a distant babel which
seemed to offer opportunities of achieving both objects: and, after
a moment's hesitation, Jeswant Singh followed him. He had been
well schooled by the Brahmin, he knew that a white officer was
important to the cause and he was genuinely devoted to Westerne
himself.

Some of the troop, uncertain what to do, followed the dufadtf,
Others slipped away. They had no objection to killing Moham-